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Author's Notes: 

Prompt: Children of Bodom - Alexi gets his tongue pierced. Slash or gen, it's all up to you. (Alexi Laiho/Janne 
Wirman) | do not have a tongue-piercing, so all this is the product of my imagination. | hope that | have not 
written something too inaccurate! The title of the story is inspired by POISON's almost same titled album (Open 
up and say ahh!) | do not own the characters and none of what is written in the story portrays reality. No 
offence intended, no profit made from writing, just hope you enjoy! 


" So, now you don't speak to me?", | asked Alexi as we were packing our stuff, after the rehearsal, earning a 


sideways, furtive glance and a shameful blush in response. 
He didn't even look me in the eye, the fucker and tell me - No, fuck off Janne 


He just ignored my question with that sorry expression plastered on his cute baby-face that only annoyed and 


depressed me more than | had already been 


We were the last to leave the place - Roope, Jaska and Henkka had already tidied their gear, packed their stuff 
and left. | guess | tried to prolong the procedure, frolicking around with the cables opening and then closing the 


cases purposelessly, then fiddling with some amps, hoping to get some alone time with Alexi, to talk this shit 
out. He seemed so distant and | was sure that it was because of that night! 


That stupid, fucking night - but | couldn't persuade myself to regret it, ok? 


Actually, that stupid, fucking night was the best night in my life.. But, how could | admit that to any of my 


friends - not to mention Alexi himself! 


That night was just all | had been waiting for since my recruitment in CoB.. Getting foolishly drunk and finally 
seducing our little fucker of a guitarist. He had somehow ended up in my arms, and | just put my mouth on 
his.. So simply, so easily! He didn't flinch; he was far too wasted to understand who was kissing him - and being 
always a horny kitty-cat, he surrendered immediately. His kiss was addictive. Smooth and silky. He was a good 
kisser, | had to give him that, but | was already too enthusiastic about him, so literally, anything he would give 


me would feel divine! 


Things had escalated that night out of hand. We were left alone kissing playfully and sharing more drinks. The 
guys had retreated quite early to their bunks, not out of discretion, to leave us space to ..express our passion 
(they thought we were joking and acting out childishly), but because it had already been late, they had been 
wasted, and, we had an early flight to catch on, so.. that alone was a good reason to turn in without much 


persuasion. 


Alexi was pretty talkative at that point, having his vocabulary enhanced by the influence of alcohol. He was 
pretty demonstrating, too. No sooner had we exchanged an adequate quantity of mouth fluids, than he wanted 
to taste more of me. He had me seated on the couch and he knelt before my slack half parted thighs. Looking 
up to me meaningfully, he unzipped my pants, pulled them down, tucked aside the underwear and without 
further warring, he gave me head! | don't think that he had had, by that moment, any doubt about my sex or 


identity, and that notion made the whole experience more pleasurable, than it was, already! 


As | said earlier, he was a great kisser. And the way he used his mouth was... mmmm.. Hell, | came in two 


minutes, nearly choking him with my unexpected load. 


And that was that. A smirk, a horny lick on his lips to clean away the white substance and then utter 
darkness! | couldn't recall how we reached the airport (how we also reached our bunks is another obscure part 
of the story...) We hadn't said anything about that night since then - we hadn't even talked at all now that | 
come to think about it.. 


And now this - not even looking in my direction, not even speaking a word to me at all, for two weeks? That 


was ridiculous! 


„He didn't talk to anyone during the rehearsal, come to think of it.. He was focused on his guitar playing and 
hadn't really needed to speak, so it passed unregistered. Perhaps he was still ashamed of the other guys, too, 
believing that by that time they would have all known about our hot shenanigans - that | would have spat it 
all out to them, making fun of his gay proclivity.. 


| would never do that to him. And | would never compromise something so precious, for no reason - but then 


he didn't know... 


Alexi, please talk to me.. It's been two weeks, you can't ignore me like that!", | tried to break the ice to no 
avail." Alexi.. Alexi, please.. Let's.. Let's talk it through..", | pressed on. "Allu..", | thought using his pet name 
could restore the familiarity between us. 


He was downcast and occupied with his tiny thingies in their baggies and cases, quite frivolous and flushed red, 
without acknowledging my pleas. At that moment, | was frustrated, so | decided to really pack and lock the case 
of my keyboard and go - leave him all alone, if that's what he wanted.. It was a tough step to take, though, 
and | found myself lingering, with the chain and the padlock of my equipment in hand, reluctant to pack, not 
ready to go, yet. Not like that.. 


Then he suddenly decided to show signs of noticing my presence. The metallic clinking of my chain made him 
peek up at me. He blushed. Fuck - | never thought he was that shy when sober! 


He surprised me, though, with his unexpected reaction: he plunged into my direction, crashing his mouth into 


mine with undisputable intentions. He kissed me wildly and all | could do was part my lips to accept him in. 


That's when | felt it. A cold and lumpy, unjustifiable brush on my tongue as we were kissing and the 
characteristic hardness of an alien object in our sharing mouths. It was attached to his tongue, piercing it, to 
be more precise, and | can't deny that it kinda felt ..cool, you know, apart from the obvious reason that it was 
made of metal. The sensation was sexy, surprisingly sexy and | found myself moaning with lust at his kiss, 
transfixed at his mouth. 


" Wo.. What's that?", | unlatched myself to look at him. 


His eyes were still downcast and his cheeks red with passion and shyness. From his half-open mouth, | saw it; 
a metal bud shining on the middle of his tongue. A piercing, that was not there the previous time | was given 
the opportunity to explore him like that. He smiled awkwardly at me and | cupped his beautiful face with my 
palm, rubbing his flushing cheeks with affection 


" Talk to me, please..", | implored, but instead, he kissed my lips eager to get into my mouth, trespassing my 


privacy, again. Of course | indulged. 


And then it crossed my mind that he hadn't spoken to me because he virtually couldn't! That thing in his 
mouth was apparently a very new addition, so he might still need time to, | don't know, heal? Adjust? Worried, | 


retracted myself again to talk to him. | didn't want to hurt him with some clumsy movement. 


" Does it hurt?", | asked him and he put his hand in front of his mouth before mumbling something like an 


answer: 


" Just a little bit.. lve not learned how to speak clearly again.. Sorry.." His words came out distorted and 


muffled, as if he was speaking with his mouth full. 
" So you thought it better not to talk to me at alll" 


" l'm sorry..", he said and started patting my chest, just to keep himself occupied and in close contact with me, 


| presumed. 


| pulled him closer to me, rendering my feelings for him clear, by kissing him again and fondling his thin body. It 
felt so frail and soft - not the wildling he proclaimed to be. | put my hands under the hem of his shirt, on his 
bare torso and he shivered, with a hesitant hiss. | was scraping his baby skin with the chain and the padlock | 
was still grabbing in my hand. But | didn't stop. It somehow seemed appropriate. 


" Why did you do it?", | inquired as he had released my mouth to tongue-kiss my neck, lick my collarbone, 
heading ..southwards. "Did any of your stupid girlfriends ask you to?" 


" No..", he continued teasing me with his tongue - and that damn metal lump really did feel kinky! Fuck 


| was never into piercings, tattoos and such stuff. I've always been a modest, simple guy, who enjoyed beers 
and music and a good fuck. Nothing extreme, no particular kink. Easy to please, | guess... It had already taken 
too much of an inner fight to accept my attraction to a male -Allu- but you could not quite call him 
masculine, with that angelic face and that petite size. Besides, | still enjoyed my share of girls... | could do both, 
| supposed, so why not? He was also that nice, cool guy that | already cared about, at least as a friend, liking 
his character, his ideas, his brain, his smile, his foolishness, his ..stuff, you know... | suppose | sound brainless, 
but what the fuck - | already kinda loved him! Going further into action with him was inevitable, in a way. He 
passed the test, so to speak.. Now, having him use that extreme thing in our making-out, was overwhelming 


and hot, fucking hot! 


| was very hard by that moment, worried that if he kept on treating me that way, I'd cum in my pants before 
actual action - which would be a pity.. | wanted him - and | wanted to please him, in return. Fantasizing him 


moaning under my body, small and frail and naked.. It could honestly make me come instantly! 


" Why did you do this, then, if it hurt? Huh?", | asked him again, removing his T-shirt, unbuckling my belt and 


pants. 


" | thought you'd like it..", he admitted while he was peeling down my pants and underwear, exposing my 


manhood in his face. 
"Me? You did it for me?" 


" Maybe..", he ran his tongue over my belly and the inner part of my thighs with that fucking thing on his 
tongue, purposefully ignoring my rigid shaft, tapping him on his cheek. 


" | thought." - in fact, it was hard to think at that moment- "I thought you resented me.. What we did.. 
Ohhh... Ohhh Allu... Fuck..", he put my dick in his mouth and dared a puzzled stare at me, as if pointing out the 


absurdity of my worries, regarding the pretty clear situation we were engaged in at the moment. 


" Resent you?", he released his mouth to speak to me, but all | was thinking was shut up, make love to me, you 


dickhead! 


| pushed his head downwards again, with a disgruntled sound, stuffing my shaft into his mouth, thrusting 
forward to show him the preferable tempo (something like we do with Jaska during rehearsals, only a bit more 
intimate...) Oh, so lovely.. He grasped it at once! Clever boy.. He was a master at blowjobs! Oh, his mouth... His 
dirty, fucking mouth.. 


And that fucking thing in it, driving me crazy with the element of surprise and delight it offered me.. 

Alexi bowing before me was an irresistible spectacle. The more he exerted that blissful power, the more | 
wanted to squeeze and crush him with my hands. Instinctively | coiled the chain | was still holding around his 
neck, just to see him choke, and make his throbbing veins appear beneath the immaculate skin of his neck.. He 
was laboring at my pressure, not stopping his services, though. He had sensed my degree of arousal and he 
was bent on finishing me off, at any cost. 

| came hard into his mouth, screaming and panting his name, desperate and wobbly on my legs. 

He smirked with that fucking contagious smile to me and | was sure about him, about us: with trembling hands, 
| passed the padlock through the ending hooks of the chain and without second thoughts pressed it locked! 


There, so beautifull He was mine now... 


As soon as Alexi realized what | had done, he touched the chain and the padlock around his neck, looking at me 


questionably. What did he fucking not understand? 
" What? | keep you! Now you're mine, Allu.. Minel", and took my turn to bow between his thighs. 


The end 


> 


